A MATTER OF FORM
" Very good, sir/'
Then he bowed himself out, and Olivia and Palin
and I were left to ourselves.
It was I that did the talking, while Olivia sat in
the window, half on and half off the sill, and smiled at
the play of some puppies in the sunlit garden below.
1 could hardly ask her to leave, but 1 would have
given a lot for her to be out of the room.
At length—
" Well, words fail me/' said Palin. " And that's
the unvarnished truth. I think you must be insane.
Both of you. Married? You two married? You
might as well say The Babes in the Wood were
divorced. It's like making a leading case of a Nursery
Rhyme. And you talk about an arrangement . . .
You seem to have married Olivia rather as most men
give up their seats in a 'bus. ' Do take my name,
won't you ? I'm getting out almost at once/ "
Olivia's shoulders were shaking and I fought hard
not to smile.
" That's right.   You laugh," said Palin.   " See the
humorous side.   It is a scream, isn't it?   We trust
you to take her to the station, and you marry her by
the way.   Talk about wolves in sheep's clothing . . .
And then you've the nerve to say that it's * only a
matter of form ' . . .  Of course you must be deranged.
There's plenty of ground for annulment.   The court's
only got to hear how you went to work."
" It's a game, I tell you," I protested.
"Yes, I didn't hear you teU the steward/' said
Palin.    "And I've got a sort of feeling that you
didn't tell the priest."
" I hate defeating my object."
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